200             AFTER    THESE    MANY    QUESTS
cause of animal behaviour.   Men care little for civilised amenities when their lives are in hourly jeopardy.
Our daily dashes forward into the swirling battle increased in distance and difficulty. The forward surge of the Fifth and Eighth Armies revived childhood memories of the sea inexorably eroding a sand-castle. A rivulet would rush suddenly forward here or there; then abruptly dry up, to be followed by a second and a bigger torrent. A new arm of the sea would sweep round the battlements here or there. We could never tell with certainty which turret would collapse next, but we knew that the ocean, impelled by invisible forces, would overwhelm everything in time.
One morning I consulted the intelligence reports at the Press camp, and read that the Americans were only fifteen to twenty miles from the Anzio bridgehead. In war, twenty miles might be the equivalent of a thousand miles or it might be nothing. Everything depended upon, what lay between the bridgehead and the advancing allies. Yet, for some occult reason, I had a hunch. Tetlow and I were opposites in one respect. His energies grew as the day progressed, mine declined. I was always at my freshest and best in the morning, whereas he was more normal in this respect. So I eagerly propounded to Tetlow the idea that we should make a bold dash across country and try to reach the bridgehead first. He was doubtful, but, after some consideration, agreed that we might test the possibility by going forward to Canadian Corps headquarters to make further inquiries. On the way, I continued to urge that it was now or never for the link-up story.
Canadian tanks were fording the Melfa river through two feet of water when, by following the usual cabalistic Corps signs on rough tracks, we at last found the information marquee. The contrast in information facilities provided by the various nationalities in the field was entertaining to us. The Uritish favoured caravans, from which would emerge— instead of a gypsy fortune-teller—suave and friendly public school types who, with much talk of "stonking," "swan-ning," and "putting in the picture," would eventually give us all the information they possessed. The Canadianris. At the corners, scorched and withered palms stilld hig
